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/S|T RAY of morning sunshine fil- 
S£J tered through the window etir- 
^^ tain and lay in a golden bar 
across the face of a sleeping man. 
He squirmed uneasily before opening 
his eyes. A moment later he sat up. 
swung his legs over the side of the 
bed and then groaned, dropping his 
head in his hands. It all came back 
to him! The sleeping tablet he had 
taken as a last resort had brought 
him a few hours of unconsciousness, 
but with the first moment of awak- 
ening, the memory of the past even- 
ing returned in an overwhelming 
flood. 

He cast a startled glance at the 
clock. Beside it, in a silver frame, 
was a girl's portrait, but he did not 
stop to look at the picture. Nine 
o'clock! He had overslept and would 
be late at his office. Today, of all 
days, when, in his capacity as city 
attorney, he must put the finish- 
ing touches on his report to the city 
council. 

He groaned again ; then he sprang 
up and reached for his clothes. 

"So easy," he muttered, "and yet 
so hard. Why did Spike McGrew 
have to come here last night and 
offer—?" 

He stopped, leaving the words un- 
said. A bribe. No, it was not a word 
to be spoken aloud. A bribe from 
Spike McGrew, representative of the 
law-defying element that he, Mal- 
colm Reid, must fight to the finish- - 
if he would fulfill the pre-election 
promises he had made! 

He turned away from the mirror, 
his hairbrush still in his hand. 

PAGt TWO 






Reaching under the pillow, he with- 
drew a long envelope. No, the whole 
thing had not been a nightmare. It 
was all very real. The envelope con- 
tained two negotiable bonds of one 
thousand dollars each, unmentioned 
by Spike in his interview, and only 
discovered by Reid when he turned 
down the bedclothes preparatory to 
retiring. 

He had been surprised to see 
Spike. He had thought himself alone 
in the house. Mrs. Forbes, his land- 
lady, had gone down to the Salva- 
tion Army hall to attend a Good 
Friday evening service. He had been 
sitting in the little study that ad- 
joined his room, working on his re- 
port to the council; 

"There are large numbers of 
punch boards, slot machines and 
other gambling devices of various 
kinds in regular use in this city, that 
are in open and flagrant violation of 
existing laws. I recommend that — " 

A heavy footstep on the stairs had 
made him whirl about in time to see 
the door open, and a stout, red- 
faced man enter. 

"Didn't expect to see me, ,eh, 
Reid? Sorry if I startled you," The 
caller seated himself; "I wanted to 
talk to you about all this stuff you're 
going to lay before the city council 
tomorrow night. Of course, there 
have been violations of the law — not 
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very many, though; not enou 
a man like you to make a 
enemies over. Be better to t 
kind of easy for a while, eh?' 

Spike had talked steadily, 
ning fire that left no oppo: 
for refusal or denial. Even w 
bolted into the inner room 
moment, he had not ceasi 
monologue. 

"Well, so long, Malcolm. I'l 
out before your landlady get: 
Bit embarrassing if she cauj 
here, you know. And best wi 
you and Phyllis Moulton, l 
wedding present — " 

He had hurried away the 
it was not until two hour 
that Malcolm found the bond 
his pillow. A wedding present 

Downstairs, at the belated 
fast which his landlady presse 
him, he ate but little. "Not 
hungry, Mrs. Forbes," he ape 
with a sickly smile. 

Mrs. Forbes looked anxio 
was a slender, elderly wor 
modest card in her front 
read: "Dramatic Coach and 
tionist. Lessons by Appoin 
but few people besides A 
knew that on the night, twen 
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Tempted to Betray 

Ills Trust, a Young 

Lawyer Learns a 
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before, when Ellen Ft.<sbi;.\> stopped 
on the siieet cnnicr to listen to a 
Salvation Army sjieaker, the stage 
had !«st (me of its best known 
actresses. 

.Sht; was silent now as she filled 
Malcolm's coffee cap. A lovers" 



quarrel, that was all. Whe 



niies.s ymiin; attorney and the wily 
daughter of wealthy Hcnty Mouiton 
had the misfortune to fall iu love 
with each other, there wasn't much 
to he said, 

Malcolm swallowed a few mouth- 
ful* of food, and then reached for 
his hat. 

■'Thanks a lot. And now if you'll 

excuse* ins,' "\ He hmrk'd out of the 

house. He wanted to get away. Al- 
though it was nearly a mils to hi* 
downtown office, he started to walk. 
Tomorrow wa< Easter. He utusi wild 
Phyllis some flowers. Orchids? 
Orchids —when he could barely af- 
fitrd a {wtted geranium. 

"Hello, Mai.'* A smart roadster 
drew tip at the curb arid Phyllis' 
head ajijtcarcd. "Just s.;oing to work? 
Get in, and I'll take you down to 
the city hall.*' 

Malcolm shruirued. but he sat 
down beside her without a word. 
Here it was again. Money, loads of 
it. And he hadn't a cent. 

His hands grasped the brief cast- 
in his lap. Two thousand dollars. A 
wedding present .... 

He looked across at the girl's 
deareut profile. Steady ttray eyes. 
looking straight ahead: pale imkl 
liair under a little hat; lips that were 
wistful. 

"I've got good news, Mai! Yester- 
day was Good Friday; I went to 
the meeting with Mrs. Forbes last 
night. She read the story of the 
crucifixion from the Bible. She - 
she's a wonderful woman, Mai. I 
just lived it. She brought it all so 
close and so real." 

Malcolm did not reply. Yes, he 
too knew Mrs. Forlxts' histrionic abil- 
ity. Had she not coached him in pub- 
lic speaking ever since the day when. 
as a young college student, he had 




her ho 
■iuna to me, 



engaged a roorn in 

"You aren't JisH- 
prwichrd Phvliis after a moment. "I 
am nyirnf to le'ii yon that la*! mtih!, 
Sor the fir-it time in my life, I really 

prayed at the Salvation Army 

penitent-form And yet you only sit 
there and look at me. What do you 
see?" 

"(JluveSr," he answered briefly. 
"And a hat. They cost money. " 

Phyllis said nothing more. She 
drove on in hurt, bewildered silence, 

* # • 

It was noon befote Mrs. Forbes 
went upstairs to tidy Malcolm's 
room. 'She lingered over Iter work, 
spreading up the blankets and tuck- 
ins; them in with loving finders, 
Then she stooped and plucked at 
a long envelope that was hidden 

under the matt! em. Bonds two 

thousand dollar*! What where * 

She dropped into a chair and 
folded treinbjirig hands in her lap, 
The jitnaw punk w,,« fitting itself 
together, slowly. The burned ch'ar 
stub she had picked up on the stairs; 
the half guilty, half smirking face 
of Spike McGrew, whom she had 
met on tier return from last nudit's 
meeting: Malcolm's all-too-ei ident 
mental distress. 

From her chair, she slid to her 
knees. 

'"Lord, save him!" she whispered. 
"His feet are landing today in a 
slippery plate. Give me the ri^ht 
thing to do, the right words, to 
speak -to help him!" 

* * » 

It was five o'clock in the after- 
noon. Malcolm sat at his desk, his 
report to the city council lying un- 
finished k'fore him. His eye* were 
fixed on the. typewritten page*, hut 



the word* were a airy blur. Two 
thou -and dnlLirv \ut enompi to do 
sie.it things, but iir»m theirs- a stut 
Enou;.:h for a first payment on the 
houwe thai he and $"b\!h> had h-cua'd 
at together, a lew tiavs alio. A 
weddint; present. Spike hud said 
Only a wcddiru.* present , , , . 

The outer door opened, and he 
looked ii{». 

"•Hello" Mr*. Fojbes You're: a late 
caller. Everybody el-e lias s^uie 
hotir'" - . Here, rake this chair." 

Mis, Follies sat down. Her fute 
looked serioii*, even s;ravc. 

"Malcnlni,"' «ilnr Is'-i'mi without 
preface. "Tie been wondmimi all 
day, and I thought von juirrht be 
able to tell lue. Just how much 
money would l>e represented nowa- 
days by thirty pieces of silver?" 

"Thsrty pieo.-* ?' ; He looked at 

her blankly. 

"Tbirtv pieces ol sihnr. Judas sold 
hi* I.otd lor dn-m. And thru •"' ihe 
('mj!!".i.a d ■■•n f-rti^i- 18) 
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GRIM REALITY IS GIVEN TO THE 
AGONY JESUS MUST HAVE SUFFERED 
ON THE CROSS BY THE DISCOVERY 
OF THE KIND OF NAILS USED BY 
THE ROMANS. ROUGH, HAND-MADE 
SPIKES— AS SEEN IN THE PHOTO- 
GRAPH ON PAGE 5 — TORE 
THROUGH THE SENSITIVE PALMS OF 
JESUS AS HE WAS NAILED TO THE 
CROSS BEFORE IT WAS ERECTED. THE 
WRITER ONLY EMPHASIZES THE SUF. 
FERINGS OF THE SAVIOUR TO SHOW 
THE HORROR OF SIN, WHEN PAYING 
ITS PENALTY FOR US ENTAILED SUCH 
ANGUISH. 



OME weeks ago I received a 
t^ift of a few rusty nails. They 
have such value, in my eyes, 
that I want to tell you about them. 
The name of Mr. Leonard Brock- 
ington is well known to Canadians. 
He is, I am glad to say, a warm 
friend of The Salvation Army, and I 
greatly appreciate his personal 
friendship. When I was having lunch 
with him in Toronto one day, he told 
me he had a gift for me. He then 
presented me with the nails, as you 
see them in the picture on this 
page. 

The beginning of this story — or 
at least the beginning so far as the 
present century is concerned—was 
when Professor I. A. Richmond, Pro- 
fessor of the Archaeology of the 
Roman Empire, became interested 
in Inchtuthil, a well-known Roman 
site near Perth, in Scotland. Digging 
has been going on for years, and 
gradually the remains of an im- 
mense legionary fortress have be- 
come uncovered. (Readers will re- 
member thai the Romans, under 
Julius Caesar, conquered Britain in 
55 B.C. and occupied the island for 
over 200 years. — Ed.) 

It is known that the fortress was 
built between 83 and 87 A.D. It 
held about 5,500 men. There were 
barracks and administration offices, 
drill-hall and officers' houses, and 
a hospital. A great workshop carried 
out all the repair work for the 
garrison and for the 5,000 or so 
other men who were out garrison- 
ing the highland line. 

Into this workshop must have 
come wagons for repair and the 
maintenance work of the army. Its 
three work bays were fortv feet wide 
and 200 feet long, with '2,000 feet 
length of workrooms behind. Be- 
tween the years 87 and 90 something 
startling must have happened, for 
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evidently the troops were suddenly 
withdrawn. 

Judging from the remains, every- 
thing was dismantled and taken to 
Strathcairn and, later, behind the 
great Roman wall. 

Toward the end the Romans must 
have been hampered by transport 
difficulties. A very valuable load 
could not be moved. This was an 
immense store of imported nails. It 
was necessary for each of these to 
be hand-made, and, because of this, 
their value was great. 

Hidden For Nearly 2,000 Years 

As the Romans expected to return 
one day, it was decided to hide the 
nails. The soldiers dug a pit in the 
corner of the store and poured the 
nails in twelve feet deep. Then they 
placed six feet of clean earth on top 
and carefully demolished the build- 
ing over the place, removing all 
traces of it. The task could hardly 
have been more expertly done be- 
cause, as we know, the 1 pit lay hid- 
den for nearly 1,900 years. Now it 
has been uncovered and, it is esti- 
mated, 750,000 nails, ranging in size 
from two to sixteen inches, are hid- 
den there. They weigh nearly seven 
tons. 

There has always been a fascina- 
tion in contemplating ancient things. 
Collectors are not the only people 
who like to have them. Numismatists 
and philatelists (coin and stamp 
collectors) are sometimes willing to 
go to extraordinary lengths to ac- 
quire a first imprint or the most 
ancient specimen, and sometimes 
make astonishing sacrifices to get 
what they want to complete their 
collection. 

Whilst I collected stamps in my 
boyhood, I have not kept it up, 
and I must admit that the call of 
the ancient has never been strong 



in me. However, when I rece 
this gift and later read the lea 
treatise of Professor Richinom 
freely confess that the nails Ik 
tremendous fascination for me. 
reason is easy to see. It is evi 
that nails like these, made app 
mately at the same time, must 
been used to nail our Lord to 
cross. 

As I took a nail — one of the '. 
ones — in my hand, weighed and 
sidered it, I tried to sense the a 
of the first terrible shock as su 
nail would penetrate the palm o 
hand, or the flesh of the fo< 
tried to imagine each subsec 
blow as the arm was fastenet 
curely into the timber cross-j 
It made me aware, as never be 
of the sufferings of our bel 
Saviour. All this He bore for n 
the Cross of Calvary. 

No wonder the cry, "Father 
give them, for they know not 
they do" became so importa 
prayer! But what exactly did 
mean when He offered that p 
on the Cross? 

In the first place, I believe H 
thinking of the soldiers. Wh 
bore the guilt of bringing Jes 
His death, it was not these II 
militiamen. They were merely i 
ing out the orders of their sup< 



"I WAS THERE!" 

SGO home from a meeting 
in the evening, after I 
spent myself trying to wir 
and women for Christ, and 
I would like to hear a little i 
So I put on my recording m: 
a record by the International 
Band of The Salvation Army 
I hear men's voices singing tl 
Negro spiritual, "Were you 
when they crucified my Lord? 
I feel deeply and inescapabl 
the question is for me. I reply, 
I was there! Indeed, I was t 
This matter has to do with 
no other fact in history. Somel 
was there, watching when He c 
His heavy cross out to that dr 
hill. I was there as the rabble j 
around Him, mocking and rai 
was there as they nailed Him 
cross. — Albert Orsborn 
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With the '<in<k'r*i.t;Hum,» that the 
Saviour showed ,n all tirur*. !!<• 
v.iy-,. "Fadier !<Hi^i'.t' thrisi. fin the> 
hnuw nut s% hat tht'v do." 

]'i;:t did His prayn yci }><>u>rul 
that.' Tlu; people nio-i. c<.a:< erned 

with Hi.*, death did know v. hat they «e ,m 

weie doha|. {'slate knew* Having 1 ii.nc n.tnnmk'd 

preferred sate inju^iee to daiim'rma cojivctjuenu..' of what 

justice in" washed his hands in public- itn; 

to exonerati* hiuwli Caiapha-* However, he'on" if 

knew! Hr first cynically explained He pra 

how expedient, it wa*. that Jcwi* Him h> A 

shoiiltl die, then resorted tu iutiii«u«* *.|j<'ji>ib!e Un iiaians; Him in si 

tfi make tin' nt'«"«;iry arrangements. d,i'i^*i and diutne !<• a place tu 

SurciK* the fiiiimwii ppople knew* ti-n':; '\\;.as if fur miv> ?hat 1 

Having wriiouied Jt-siis into jcta- dune He Mdleied or; the nee*" , 

salem with cue-, of ""Hosarma" dscv haac Watt* in his hunanta! h 

now eho->e liarabbas just as ^ *on a« The c<wic!<*d dnnrr must 

it became clear that Christ was not "V«!" 

t^oiiiLj to fulfil their hopes of an Chrht died for thr «m of all; 

earthly Kingdom. kind of evrry generation.. Fur 



£>w ^y/u" ^Ji'rritwial (. ...ammanarr. 

Commissioner W. Wydiffe Bootli 




,i;[ !,.*',:< U> the Cn^, F^Huv^nry. 
!u.l -denial \\\.v. will thfT'i J**. vtMi^ 

As%dl H® so-masd issf %**vi with Him %hmw- 



HE AROSE! 

j4WrHK srvunrctiori of Je.-uis. t 'hriat 

UL> i* <'>«{* nf the fiest attt'»t«I fans 
^*^^ of history. 

We find » recorded thai Christ 
appeared to Hi* liiH'ipls-i on r!v\i.'ij 
different m'i jmoii> aftet He .ito--' 
from t!:p dt".;id. Luke *ays that H»- 
"shevvi-d Himsrlf alive ' after Hi- 
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Then what did the* Son of God 
mean when Ht: jwayeti: "Father for- 
give them, for they know not what 
they do?" I Ixdicve that the Lord 
includes us all in that wonderful 
prayer because, when we do wrong, 
w do not know the measure of our 
sin. We are spiritually blind; we 
are deaf to the voice that warns us 



sins and mine! If. in our folly, ignor- 
ant r or wilful ntglet't, ut refuse the 
iorgiu'iiess expressed in the Saviour's. 
prayer, we cannot avail oursekiK, of 
His rrdecming love. If you, my dear 
reader, have not yet accepted the 
salvation purchased through the blest 
sacrifice, winch Christians every- 
where remember at this time, I pray 



iwing «««'-ri of ihrai forty days, and 
s|'«;"akint! of tfi<* tlnrso pt'rtairiiuR 
to the Kinifd-uu! ui CAxi": and IVsei 
told horrwiius tfut Clod raised Him 
up thf* third day arid "shewed Him 
opi-niy: not to all the jses'spSr. hut 
unto wisnosts chcwn J^ioio of CJcxJ, 
even t(« us, who did rat and drink 
with Hun after lie rs>Nt> from the 
dead." 



PAGAN CUSTOM SANCTIFIED 

€ ASTER was, in olden times, the 
fair goddess of spring, whom 
our pagan forefathers were 
wont to worship, Ix.'fort: they had ever 
heard of Jesus. When the early Chris- 
tians came to our Saxon lands they 
preserved the feast, but changed its 
application. "We will maintain yur 
celebration," they said, "but it shall 
henceforth mean the resurrection of 
Christ." 

Tins explains why this joyous 
Christian festival bears an old 
heathen name. 
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cl liSwm ws>® otm a f»ot in tenglSn. 
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FASTER NUMBER 



PAGE FIVE 




FROM MY DESK 



By the Editor - in - chief 



DOES EASTER MEAN ANYTHING? 



& 



FTER enduring the long, cold winter, the very 
mention of the word Easter brings a thrill to all 
but the ease-hardened, for Easter speaks of spring. 



The zero grip will be relaxed, the fuel-bills will lessen, 
the block-healer will be disconnected from the car, the 
snow-shovel will he put away. 

Then, of course, for the young fashion-minded 
Easter brings another life — the thoughts of that new 
outfit, that chic little hat, that alluring coat, that dash- 
ing ensemble. Youth scorns the thought that a late 
blizzard might nan the Easter parade or make it devoid 
of spectators and, at the least, an uncomfortable sortie. 

Easter, too, injects thoughts into the male mind of 
the near approach of the fishing and the baseball sea- 
sons, while tentative thoughts flash across the mind 
of a new car or, at least, a thorough cleaning and over- 
haul of the old jalopy. 

If God is capable of grief, He must feel sad at 
the thought that the true significance of the greatest 
season of the Christian year is thus completely lost 
sight of; the anniversary of the grandest miracle the 
world has ever known is forgotten. If one appreciates 
fully the fact of Easter, the world is transformed: life 
is never the same again. A Man has emerged from the 
tomb; He has grappled with that grim enemy, Death, 
and has vanquished him; He has thrown off the shock- 
ing pallor and awful stillness of death and has walked 
and talked and loved again. 

Saul's Unbelief, Paul's Faith 

Paul ivas much nearer to the picture than we are. 
At first he scorned the thought that this Man who 
had made quite a reputation as a Healer and a Preacher 
before being executed had come back from the grave. 
A Pharisee, he had sided with his colleagues in perse- 
cuting the. Christians, and in denouncing Jesus as an 
imposter; he had indsted that He had never come 
alive again, nor were His claims of Messiahship to 
be tolerated. 

The ascended Christ showed that He was very 
much alive to the progress of the Gospel He had en- 
trusted to a handful of illiterate men — so much that 
He felt a supernatural visitation was the only thing 
that would slop this fiery Utile ]eiv from destroying 
the new sect altogether. So, on his way to Damascus, 
full of determination to rout out and destroy the Chris- 
tians in that ancient town, Paul [or Said as he was 
then known) heard a voice and was struck blind by 
a brilliant radiance. 

Henceforth he had no doubt that Jesus was the 
Chosen One; that He had indeed risen from the, dead; 
that He was intelligently alive, and ever ready to de- 
fend His cause. Saul, the cruel persecutor, became Paul, 
the red-hot evangelist; his blindness disappeared and 



the rest of his life was spent in journeyings up , 
down the then known world, every moment bi 
given to spreading the message that had been sped 
entrusted to him. 

Paul was convinced that, because Christ rose, r 
would come back to life, too; not in this world, 
in a wonderful new world. He dilated on the tin 
in all his letters to his converts, showing he had a t 
vinced belief that this mortal body would be rene; 
in another glorious world. 

Reader, has this tremendous hope impressed i, 
on your mind and heart? Can you say with the p 

In my heart on Easter morning 

Christ is mine, and I am His? 

// not, make this your most memorable Easter 
surrendering your will to God. — H.P.W. 



READ ALL ABOUT IT! 

/Slf "MUST" at Easter time is to read the acco 
y™| of the resurrection of Christ. No matter how 
you know the story you'll find something new in 
especially if you read slowly and thoughtfully, allot 
every word to sink deeply into your heart and min, 

Turn to Matthew 28, and, starting at the fift 
verse, read on to the end of the chapter. You'll I 
there all about "a rich man of Arimathea, Jose 
Mark, in his 16th chapter, does not speak of Jos 
but he brings in that haunting phrase, "Tell my disc 
-AND PETER." Why Peter, if not to assure hir, 
His Lord's forgiveness, for having denied Him? 

Luke gives us that matchless phrase, "Why see, 
the living among the dead?" (24: 5) and adds a < 
that he alone knew of — the adventures of the two 
eiples on their way to Emrnaus. 

John takes two whole chapters to tell his accc 
20 and 21, and he tells the story of "Douh 
Thomas," and the poignant incident of the seven 
eiples who decided to go fishing, and of the winnin 
Peter's allegiance afterwards by the Saviour. 

There is no collaboration here. All are diffe 
vieivs of the same happening, told by independent 
nesses, or those who had companioned with witnesse 
warms our hearts to read again those unchangt 
episodes, and to reassure ourselves in this godless 
and generation, that Jesus still lives. Hallelujah! 

And having once started to read your Bible, c 
put it up on the shelf to accumulate dust. Use it 
daily guide and comforter. You'll find in it verses 
will come to you as a veritable revelation, suiting 
need — in this twentieth century — just as admirabl 
they did the needs of the writer in his far-off day 
generation. 
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ifJflfARY Magdalene had sjtem 
jIaIIl " m,, dier sleepless !iis»lit hi 
!* semow and an^iiidi. He 

uiii'in she lined was dn.Mil. He v,ho 
had meant mi much to her. She re- 
membered when He had Sound her 
a pour helpless wretch, ar.d had 
transformed her lite; had k'tde her 
"ifo, and sin no mote." What a 
change had taken place i?i he.* lite 
She had heconie a new eieature ill 
Clnisi: the whole world seemed a 
dif It-rent place since site had met 
tills Stranger of Galilee, 

She had wen Him change the 
Ii\es of others. As He went about. 
He cleansed the !e[K;rs, ojiened the 
eyes of the blind, and cured all 
maimer of diseases, but inure than 
that He forgave sins and filled 
lives and hearts with peace, peace 
that no one else could give. Maty 
had known that ]>eace tor awhile, 
but now the giver of it was dead, 
and her tranquillity had been rudely 
disturbed. 

She recalled that dreadful night 
in Pilate's hall where the crowds 
had gathered to condemn Hint to 
die. She could still see the mob as 
they cried out "Away with Him! 
Let Him lie c r u e i f i c d ! " so 
vehemently that Pilate, at last, had 
delivered Him to be crucified. 

Mary, and others who loved and 
had followed Him, climbed the 
steep, winding path to Calvary, hop- 
ing against hope that the crucifixion 
would not take place, hoping that 
Christ would free Himself. Surely 
He had die pwver to do so! In her 
sorrow she had not realized that 
even the Prophet Isaiah had fore- 
told that He should be "wounded 
for our transgressions, bruised for our 
iniquities: the chastisement of our 
peace was u|xm Him and with His 
strijws we are healed." She had not 
realized that it was Cod's plan of 
redemption for the world. In her 
grief she hail failed to see that He 
had told theni that the Son of Man 
should he betraved and killed, am! 
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the third day lie 
~i;i';;ui rise again. 
Thi'M* sayings site hai! 
net uru [«•>!> H>d; *>he 
only saw her sutler- 
ins! Loui, and now 
she retiienibeied that 
last look of 1> lie lli ''111 
lire rru".\ ,i> He knu'd 
His head and di>\\. 

She i,,ul been there 
when He was gently 
from the c: 
in linen and 
new tomb. 
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After the Sabbath had passed site 
came with Joanna, and Mary die 
mother of James ami other women 
to the sepii'khre \etv eaii'v in the 
morning to anoint the body of their 
beloved Lord. To her it was the last 
act of love she could render, 'nut, 
to her great anguish, the !mnl> was 
emptv. Although her t'ompanious 
went away in a hurry to tell she 
strange news to the grieving disciples. 
Mary could not, leave that sac ret! 
sjKit. K\en the words of the an<„*cl 
who told them that Christ was risen 
did not have much meaning tor her. 
She feared an enemy had stolen the 
body. She wanted Him whom her 
soul loved, so she stood bv the tomb 
and wept. 

Eyes Dimmed by Tears 
As she turned He was there! 

Through her tears she did not 
recognke. Him, until she heard Him 
speak her name "Mary!" It was 
His voice! It was the same sp-nde 
tones that had spoken trace to her 
soul, and set her free. She could only 
sink down at His feet and cry out 



"Master." Gently He spolo to leu 
"(.In and tell iuv tii>i'ijilt" 



anil 

iVwr." even he who had denied 
Him. 

Kt'ader. has He sj*oken vour !i,Uil!".' 
Is lie ^,:.m NLeln' 1 Then the same 
loinmi^i'in I If -jave to Mary He 
'4'.'.<'s to mi;, "'tio and tell others": 
ie!i others what H<" lias done for 
oiu that the Mini 1 Saviour who 
mvixI you is waiting to save and 
set ihens her. He wants vnu to !«> 
His roessensu"!. Will you sav. "Here 
am I, send me?" 

If vt.'iii are one who has never 
met Him. this message i> for you. 



GOODNESS WILL TRIUMPH 

3F Cuoiur $ cross en Calvary hod b®en 
ob!o to ex)jn$unh th« light that was 
lighted by Jetm' life,* if two nails, a 
a©*s t a hammer and a iword-ihrust t&uld 
put to on end the rarest and mast b&auliful 
life that was «v@r |iv*d; if a trough uosi. atop 
a stony hiH could outHv© ana who could 
prevth thg i^imon en the Mount *h«n the 
roc© might as wall ojv© vp the struggle, 
Fruition ond u&#let& would b@ the effort to 
rise, to improve, to eslablHh justice and main- 
tain morals ft*|}gtr and butter cioisfli would 
lb* the amwer. 

But the rewrtttttfen demonstrated the fact 
that thex® is ioftwfhtag in our world that will 
never iurr#ndtr to crostoa and spears. There 
h an immorlalBry about goodn«$t and godli- 
ness that fi©nd^hness can nevef achieve. 

--Roy t. Sniifh 
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Pilate 2 Wife 



■ AWN was breaking just as 
the governor wearily rose 
from the bed where he had 
spent a sleepless night. He looked 
across the room to where his wife 
was sleeping. Hers was not a peace- 
ful sleep, cither. 

Sleep had come hard to "Mr. and 
Mrs. Pontius Pilate" ever since the 
governor had agreed that the 
Prisoner be put to death. True, 
Pilate had publicly washed his hands 
of the blood of Jesus of Nazareth; 
but nothing could cleanse his con- 
science. 

Pontius Pilate was the sixth Ro- 
man procurator of Judca, and it 
was during his term of office that 
our Lord worked, suffered and died. 
He was appointed in A.D. 25-26, in 
the twelfth year of Tiberius. His 
arbitrary administration nearly drove 
the Jews to insurrection on two or 
three occasions. 

One of his first official acts was 
to move the headquarters of the 
army from Gaesarea to Jerusalem, 
The soldiers, of course, took with 
thetn into the city their standards 
bearing the image of the emperor, 
and placed them in the holy Temple. 
No previous governor had dared 
order such an outrage. 

The people poured down in 
crowds to Gaesarea, where the pro- 
curator then lived, and asked him to 
remove the images. After several 
days of discussion he gave the signal 
to some of his soldiers, who were 
concealed, to surround and to put 
to death those who were causing 
the disturbance. This only strength- 
ened the determination of the people, 
and finally Pilate yielded. But it 
was immediately evident that Pilate 
would use any means to gain his 
own selfish ends. 

Pilate's conduct showed that either 
he was a coward or that life was 
very cheap to him, but when Jesus 
was brought before him, he took a 
different attitude. He at least had 
a sense of judgment and justice. He 
would not condemn the Lord until 
He was heard. Pilate, Matthew de- 
clared, "marvelled greatly" at the 
ability of the Lord to keep silent 
in the face of accusations by the re- 



ligious leaders. After the origin 
charge of blasphemy was found u 
true, His persecutors invented nc 
charges with which Pilate won 
have to deal. 

"We found this Fellow," they sai 
"perverting the nation and forbid 
ing to give tribute to Caesar, sc 
ing that He Himself is Christ, 



Pilate put the question to Jes' 
"Are von really the King of t 
Jews?"' 

Jesus replied, "You are the c 
who said it." 

Pilate knew that the Kingdc 
which Jesus spoke about was of 
spiritual character and not in ( 
position to the earthly reign 
Caesar. Pilate had never fac 
such a prisoner before. One so ca 
and collected in the face of de; 
must be worth trying to save fr> 
an injustice. And Pilate tried to s: 
Him. Peter's opinion was that Pil 
was "determined to let Him go.' 

Pilate was probably convinced 
the innocence and divinity of Je; 
He tried desperately to escape 
responsibility of dealing with 
charges. At first he declined to h 
the case. Then, when forced i 
hearing Jesus, he declared, "I f 
no fault in this Man." He e 
sent Him to Herod to try to do 
the responsibility of condemn 
Jesus to death. Then he appealec 
the people again in an effort to s 
the onus from himself. 

Barnbbas, a robber and murde 
was brought out together with Je 
and Pilate gave the mob the ch< 
between the two prisoners, 
thought the people would certai 
ask for the release of Jesus, 
sooner had Pilate made this o 
than his attention was drawn a 1 
by a message from his wife, 
had had a dream in which she 
seen a vision of the holy and 
nocent Saviour, It caused her s 
concern that she forwarded 
message to her husband: "H 
thou nothing to do with that 
Man." 

It seems obvious that sometl 
had been known and probably tal 
over in regard to Jesus in the hi 
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THE WAR 



Dreams played an important part in the life of 
Jesus. Joseph. His faster- father, had a dream 
before the birth of the Saviour: the wise men 
were warned by a dream of the scheming of 
King Herod, and the wife of the Roman Governor 
who had the responsibility of passing the death 
sentence on Jesus was disturbed by a dream 
about the condemned Man. 



has a Dream 



of "Mr. and Mrs. Pilate." They 
had, without doubt, heard of His 
i wracks and His message. He had 
[K'rformed many wonders in the 
shadows of the very palace in which 
they lived. 

Pilate's wife, called Claudia Pro- 
cula, had no doubts, no fears of 
consequences, such as her husband 
had. She sincerely requested that 
lie have nothing to do with tins 
Jesus. And how Pilate wished that 
he could squirm out of it! What a 
difference there would have been 
if he had heeded Claudia's message. 

Released a Robber 

After a pause to consider the mes- 
sage, Pilate put the momentous ques- 
tion to the multitude: '"Whether of 
the twain will ye that I release unto 
you ?" 

They all shouted, "Barabbas!" 
And when Pilate asked again, 
"What shall I do then with Jesus 
which is called Christ?" the cruel 
answer came from the hysterical 
mob, "Let Him be crucified!" 

This was the first mention of the 
cross by anyone other than the Lord 
Himself. The question shows Pilate's 
lack of courage. 

Pilate made another weak attempt 
to check the violence of the crowd 
when lie asked, "What evil hath He 
done?" But they cried all the more 
that He should be crucified. 

Pilate would have saved the Lord 
if he could have done so without en- 
dangering his own position in the 
government. He washed his hands 



before the ennui, •cwint;, ''"I am in- 
nocent of the Mi'mkI of this just Per- 
son : «• %T to it." 

In this moment he announced the 
innocence of Jesus and iris own t-uih. 
lint the outward washing of hand* 
could not cleanse the heart-cuih of 
Pilate. His hands were full of Mos-d! 

It is easy to imagine that Pilate 
and Ins wife went through Mime 
sleepless nights following this day"* 
events. Did they try every method 
possible to gel some sleep, only to 
have the image of Jesus appear in 
from of them? 

The mad mob cried that day in 
Jerusalem, "His blood be on us, 
and on our children." Less than 
forty years afterward the streets of 
Jerusalem were deluged with blew!. 

Only His blood can cleanse the 
stains that were mack nearly two 
thousand years ago, for the blood 
of Christ could cleans* even those 
who shed it. It would cleanse Pilate, 
Caiaphas, the frenzied rnob, and 
the Roman soldiers. And it can 
cleanse those who have crucified 
Him afresh through sin in our day 

According to Eusebius. Pilate was 
banished to Vienne in Gaul, where 
various misfortunes caused him at 
last to commit suicide. Another 
author alleges that he was beheaded 
under Nero. 

* $ * 

There are many couples like "Mr. 
and Mrs. Pilate" living today. Pilate 
was one of a large class of men who 
aspire to public office, not from the 
genuine desire; to serve the people 



but to advance their own interests. t< 
satisfy theii love of ilistisietii'ii. 
jmwer ami }m.tsoi'i,i1 i;abi. They havi.- 
lot ami but to act tightly -it it ;•• 
Convenient. 



IMiofii UTIie Crurifirti 





L COME, bei'.oid t'-e Oik, Cm, 
; The ipoiltss iarna at C.:J. w 

And 3 r «^* !n*?;r %p,n*% p»*?ac©. 



H« corn*, in 



O'ed to I 

U;K;n M:s 






Behold H.s h-s-ad. Hi* hands. His feet. 
Ha made <j tav.i'iu cwiple'e. 
Thar H« might fa«(? The Conqi,.ero>'s sect 
H#5-4et H;& father's Ihfcnt 1 . 



f mMken, lone, H# -d]&% m pain, 
Th.£ fia' v *'€*m?d ikigfi botsT ttorth wth rain, 
The Templs & v©,i is rent in Twain. 
The fifvifcecJ wci, ,s dw«l 

BeHold, the tamij w'we.rt Me lay, 
The mighty MOnfe is r-o!i#d a^ay, 
Hii obiefij-e rums &>t mghr io day, 
Ouf feats are turned to joy. 

O come, behold the Guo+ied, 
Who row Uivmphnm, giotif.ed. 
And now si's qj the FsthBi's side 
To intercede for me. 

We own His *uxk. acclaim Him torcj. 
Now and eternally cKJoied, 

And fr&m oyr Hearts, ^irh an© 'jci^rd, 
We laius our hymn of praise, 

Atan H. Nwlsen. lie, 
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/9fm>HVAU\ is a story told of one of 
iiL God's great servants who was 
^*^ passing through a period of 
iiiiititual perplexity and fear. In an 
abstracted mood he found himself 
tracing with his linger on a table 
the Latin word VI VII' — "He lives!" 
The realization of this unassailable 
truth restored and strengthened his 
faith. 

One would not desire to quarrel 
with artists who find Christ's birth 
at Bethlehem a fitting subject for 
their canvas and paints. Neither 
would one discountenance the value 
of every sincere portrayal of Christ's 
crucifixion. We cannot think too 
often of the cross and its implica- 
tions. 

But the Christian Church is not 
empowered by a Babe in a crib: nor 
a dead Martyr on a cross. The 
Easter message and the dynamic 
faith in the heart of every true fol- 
lower of our Lord Jesus is based 
on the undisputable fact that Christ 
rose from the grave and now reigns 
in eternal glory. 

No Epitaph For His Tomb 

On tens of thousands of tomb- 
stones, all over the world, are to be 
found inscribed names that speak 
of the last resting-place of men's 
mortal bodies. But the only words 
suited for the tomb where Christ was 
laid were the forthright words 
spoken by angels, ''He is not here — 
He is risen." This is our faith — the 
faith, for "if Christ be not risen from 
the dead then is our faith vain." 

There are those who have 
been critical of the evangelical 
record of what happened on the 
day when death was defeated by 
Christ, but no one has been able to 
explain away the fact that ever since 
that Easter Day multitudes of men 
and women who have been aware of 
a new power within themselves have 
experienced a life that is higher and 
richer and deeper than that which 
is known by any process of nature. 

The crucified Christ is not resting 
in a long sleep, and those who have 
pledged to Him their allegiance are 
not waiting until, on some unpre- 
dictable date, He shakes off the cold 
shackles of death. We know that He 
lives now! 

Read the history of the early days 
of the Christian Church. The domi- 
nant note is of a risen Christ. Fear- 
lessly the first Christians spoke of 
being "witnesses of the resurrection." 

Is there not need, once again, to 
strike this note with greater force? 
This is not to soft-pedal the atoning 
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Jsnlernalionat oLeacle, 



GENERAL WILFRED KITCHING 



work of Christ, as secured through 
His sacrifice on Calvary. After every 
thought and prayer, and sharing of 
His sorrow, justifiably it can be said 
that the highlight in the story of 
Jesus comes after Good Friday — it 
is the resurrection morning. 

Let us beware lest our minds and 
hearts will not accept this great fact 
— so contrary to nature. The dis- 
ciples were surprised by what hap- 
pened at Easter, they were over- 
come by the sudden turn of events. 
His power was beyond their compre- 
hension. There were some who stub- 
bornly refused to believe even when 
others told them what they knew. 
Alas, many still refuse to believe. 

Yet in the end unbelief was con- 
quered by deeds and words: the 






C*^f^ 



mi 



THE WAI 



V 



r 



mi 

I 

dm 

w 

m 

y$m& : 







LIVES I 

passim:; gU»mi uavt ju.icr t>. m- ;U--hi\| ;>kt.- ,* ] :i n I lie .iiiiwc-ius 

usnph! It would Live brrn !!:•« > ,l j - i -who it. id mr < •!" ih>" "nn'i 

ensirue*. nut Je'Mj's, vi!;n woiiki h,:uf <''i!!;iMnv>nMa:i <>f C'hmt," a* <] 

had the i'irui word had Ilr nut swji mimWrrd •'• when ;ii :m Arniv di 

The world would have «„tid ;ht» enc- tx-!;\«y. war ?n>t umW a iirhiM.n! 

mi*'* were ti^ht. Hut the fi>ur;i-c - If we cm s 

tion k the drvine vindication .4 !!:■» jV.jrs art- «. 

honour God arinoiviak-jrji: Hun ut.iV.U'.'. and 

ln-hire ail the watfci I.*-; < : ; s j'U 

To Jt'Mjs Hiiir-df there um-. iiu. c;,Hir,.im.', do 

thira: aMnnidun*,' aKmt Hi*-, rout- lh.it the -tr 

reetinu. It wa> the God-ordumrd the tw.wer v.ha"h : 

conclusion of Hh hie, "h w.i- n«>t the \-ravr i<- •-till a 
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A NOBLE CHOICE 
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/ntf'NO crowns torment the Saviour's mind, 
lIL As in Gefhseroane He mourns: 
^^Ons ruddy gold and set with getn»; 
The other barbed with cruel thorns. 

He could hove claimed the diadem — 
His lineage gave Him regal r,ght — ■ 

And with Hij .strength and ti gmty 

He would have reigned with kmgiy might. 

But what of that trarracerxlent plan — 
God'i plan to saw a (alien race 5 

The Scape-goat none but His Own Son; 
A Lamb to tale th« jinnsr'i place. 



Tho^e irrOiivm torn'^^rn ;K^ ln®^l,r.r£ Man. 

Ai n tKe ijiiiniiw i'V p'ecsds ^nd tti©5, 
ftu'. in a m.ah«v acr of tajfti, 

He s'errvly puts as.de thj» pi-ire, 

He reaches for the crown of thorns; 

With jt#atiy f>ar-id srvci head held high, 
H« rrsQvSi rswa'ds Hjh choirs gocif— - 

The S-o-n of Mran ij-oes fotth to ci>el 

And %o w® irvotvih §ain a ETOwn 
SiSut one no lo.rvg head adorns). 

And wstar fo? us Q ctciwn af thc^r^, 

— H.P.W, 



THE HAND OF JESUS 



/jw^HAT wonderful hand of Christ! 
liL It was that same hand which 
^^ had been so quickly stretdu-d 
out to rescue Peter when sinking in 
Galilee's waves. It was that same 
hand which had been held in_ the 
sight of the questioning disciples 
on the third evening after they had 
seen it laid lifeless in the tomb. It 
was that same hand which incred- 
ulous Thomas must see Wore he 
would believe its risen power; it 
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was that Mine hand which was ex- 
tended to him wit only to see but 
to touch the nail-prints in its palm. 
It was that same hand which the 
disciples last saw uplifted in IjUm- 
ing when the cloud parted Him 
from them. That hand, with its 
nail-prints, knocks at the heart's 
door for entrance. That hand, with 
its deep marks of lave, Ix-ckons on 
the weary runner on the Heavenly 
way, 
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3T was a dark night when the 
lonely Man of Galilee made 
His way to the Garden of 
Gethsemane. He was not quite 
alone; His disciples were with 
Him, all but one. He had told them 
that He was to be betrayed by one 
of their number, that He would be 
arrested, tried — all that would en- 
sue during the hours of darkness and 
the next day. They were sad at 
the imminent parting from their 
Master, with whom they had spent 
the last three years in close fellow- 
ship. Taking Peter, James and John 
He went farther into the garden. In 
His hour of need He wanted them 
near Him: then He went still farther 
to face His agony alone. 

Twice He came to them, no doubt 
longing for some human sympathy 
in His ordeal, but each time He 
found them sleeping. Again He went 
and prayed His prayer of submission, 
"If it be possible let this cup pass 
from Me; nevertheless, not as I will, 
but as Thou wilt." His mental 
anguish was so severe that great 
drops of blood fell from Him as He 
prayed. 

The third time He came to the 
sleeping disciples He aroused them 
to meet the cruel crowd, who, led 
by the traitor, Judas, arrived to take 
Him. So the world's Redeemer left 
the quiet garden, where He had 
often spent times of refreshing with 
His disciples, to go to a mock trial 
and death. 

There was another garden, and it 
was dark there on the first day of 



By Alice Gil lard, Toronto 



the week, when Mary came to visit 
the grave of her beloved Master. 
The news of His arrest and trial had 
spread rapidly, and many of His 
friends had been amongst the crowd 
who followed Him to Calvary, sad, 
bewildered, brokenhearted, but too 
much afraid of the soldiers and the 
priests to make any attempt to help 
Him. They had seen Him nailed to 
the cross, and with Him all their 
hopes that He was to lie their King, 
and that He would liberate Israel 
from the Roman ride. 

They had seen the crown of 
thorns pressed on His head, and 
heard His heartbroken cry in the 
darkness when His Father turned 
away from Him, because He bore 
in His body the sins of the world. 
Then Joseph and Nicodemus, who 
had been secret disciples of Jesus, 
took His body down from the cross, 
and carried it tenderly to the other 



garden which was not far away, a 
buried Him in a new sepulchre. 

When Mary came it was da 
not now the darkness of danger e 
dreadful cruelty, but the darkr 
that comes just before the dawn, 
stead of death she found life, for 
crucified Lord was now the ri; 
Lord; instead of sorrow there ' 
joy, unbelievable joy, unspeaka 
joy; instead of despair there ■ 
hope, for the One who had mec 
submitted to death for the sake c 
sinful world, was now the conquc 
over death, and because He li 
and would be alive for evermore, 
who trusted in Him might also 1 

Our rejoicing is that through 
agony in Gethsemane's garden, 
suffering and death on Galva 
cross, and His glorious resurrect 
in the other garden, we His follov 
may have abundant life, and etei 
hope. 
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/■fffHE saddened sunset dies low in the west 
VLU Then darkness blots each twilight shadow out, 
And evening breezes tremble with unrest 
As ghosts of melancholy stalk about. 
Cutting the silence, sharply as a sword, 
Love speaks and utters but a single word — 

A name that tears my aching soul apart, 
And finds a throbbing echo in my heart, 
That breaks into the sadness of a moan. 

The stars awaken from their daily sleep 

And push their heavy velvet curtains wide, 
And one by one their nightly vigil keep 

With anxious pity on the countryside. 
Above stray clouds athwart the western sky 
I seem to see a vision, standing high, 

Of sacrifice and mighty duty done; 

Above the hills, as night has just begun, 
I see a crucifix alone . . . alone. 

George William Reid 
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'E were awakened before 
dawn on Easter Sunday 
' morning by the sound of 
sinking. Looking out of the window 
of our bungalow, we saw ghostly 
figures -three of the L'irls of the 
school draped in sheets, (to repre- 
sent the robes of Christ, I suppose ' 
singing, "Up from the grave He 
arose." 

Then there were sounds from the 
girls' compound, which is just across 
tlit; road from our house, and soon 
they were pouring out of all the 
houses. In the distance ue could 
hear the sound of drums coining 
from the boys" compound. Soon, 
they were lined up for a inarch. 

We hastily dressed, and headed 
the parade, and away we marched, 
through the cool morning air. to a 
hill just outside the grounds of 
Chikankata settlement which con- 
sists of a hospital, a school arid a 
training centre for nurses. As the 
first rays of the sun shot up from the 
horizon, we saw several processions 
making their way to the rendezvous. 
There were the walking patients 
from the leprosy hospital, the stu- 
dents, the village people. — all were 
approaching the hilltop to celebrate 
an Easter sunrise service. 

As the sun hurst forth in all its 
glory, a fanfare of instruments 
echoed over the landscape, and 
scores of voices rose in praise and 
gratitude to God for the Easter mes- 
sage. 

In the meetings held that day, the 
Spirit of God was felt in many 
hearts, and before the day closed, no 
fewer than eighty natives hat! knelt 
at the mercy-seat, so they could sing 
with truth. '"In my heart an Easter 
morning, I am His and He is mine!" 

This was definitely an answer to 
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prayer, because kn a week ix-fore 
Easter ttie staff of both the hospital 
and the imtitutc met each r.vihi fur 
a half Invar's prayer, asking (.Hod to 
use the Easter tsMwiinas to hrinsj 
people to Himself. 

Tile strain on the officers and 
teachers ii always great, and, hi the 
end of the school ye.tr in May, many 
of them were at larakins; (.aunt. But 
we felt it had all Keen worth while. 
During the final Siindav monism* 
meeting, seventeen of the vouna: 
people were enrolled as senior sol. 
diets. 

This was our last class of teacher 
training to graduate, and we arc 
now Concentrating on secondary 
school work, The teaeiier-iiainin" 
has been transferred to Livingstone, 
in Northern Rhodesia, where five 
denominations are repiewnted. The 
Brigadier is on the board of direc- 
tors, so he is aide to sfx-ak up for 
Salvation Army rights. It is good to 



see lui* Aluiv nau £U t:;r' eM,U''l 
tiit.7--. 

S>me ff'UhS vvi ndi-r wi-.v v.e wmiv 
altout i-iluc.it incr x'uy intivi'-,. •■>■>. ;;;<.« 
Aha a v- i;i'.i;;i.; th!o.u.:h a j^ni-nl i't 
tjanvition. hut vie hvi it ii if.-s ?•-- 
viry tfi train tln*>,»> negoi-s. a» taanv 
of them are hring h»tced in**' 1 j*»m- 
tioiis of great res^mji'-iliuitv, ami, 
without educatii'in. lia".' w«v.;!d Sup 
unfit to le.sd. Many may sw« 
through our »>rht»oIs. and fw'ei'uie 
I'lirhti.im. .on! eu-n the** - who do 
lint, ate ):ii> oil*-,. j<, ( i<:y isifl'ienred Kv 
tile Transimi. and h> the C'.hri^.tatis 
wiiri are heir. 

We are Ihni<e in a stair of un«er- 
tainty. 'I hrn- has hceis tunrli 
violence, iui lading the Iviirnurj 
dovvi't of huildiiuts in Southern 
Rhodesia, :' Sf-if.e of our halls were 
thus destroyed \, We fee! al! ue can 
do is to train the Aliie.uis to take 
over when the whites ate rnteed to 
leave. Please continue to i.imv for uv 



LIFE'S RUGGED ROAD 



3 SADLY walked life's rugged (cod, 
And pondered all that night ttnv« 
beeii! 
My h&art was h#ovy with fh© Isad 
Of grief and sorrow I had se«'i; 
For on a cross my friend bed died, 

And all my h;spei irjd been denied, 
I knew not thor Hit sacrifice 

Hod seated my par&n, paid s.n'j price 

Then On® drew near to walk with me, 
And reasoned with the presic-us Word. 

He Mid that suth Things ought 10 fc«, 

And tarried Mil my dcubti were cleared. 

Then I by faith began to see 
The gioty 0! n Col very; 

I saw that He atonement rrrade 

When all my sint en Him were laid. 
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T IS still very early; the world 
is just awaking; the first light 
of the sun has caused the night 

_ _ o 

to shed her cloak and is busy strok- 
ing colour to the fleeting shadows. 
The garden appears new and paint- 
ed, Few would imagine it sheltered 
the sepulchre of a King. Dew adorns 
the rose; mist, like ornamented 
lace, soothes the stillness with a 
gentle caress. The only sound is the 
chorus sung by nature. Peace pre- 
vails. 

Wait! A Stranger approaches! 
Could it be the gardener? His gar- 



ments glow with illuminated white- 
ness in the light flooding the garden 
path. He walks leisurely, as one 
enjoying the quiet in the wake of 
some great task, A bird in silent 
flight catches the stranger's eye as 
it floats through the trees. The two 
Roman soldiers who stood through 
the night guarding the sepulchre 
have fled from their post in panic 
at the shock that burst open the 
tomb. The stranger strolls deeper 
into the garden where the growth 
is dense. The limbs of trees enfold 
Him from view. 



Voices draw near; a small bam 
women have entered the gar< 
They bear spices to anoint t 
King. The voice of one is he 
above the others. "Who shall rol 
away the stone from the door of 
sepulchre?" 

But the tomb is open — em 
The stone is rolled away, ani 
radiant being is seated on it! 
words of the angel ring within t 
ears. ''He is risen! He is not he 
Death is vanquished forever! I 
has conquered, hallelujah! 




CASTER has a greater signifi- 
cance for ns than the mere 
serving of bacon and eggs on 
skid-row. While Christ fed the 
hungry and healed the sick, He, best 
of all, broke the Bread of Life and 
invited the thirsty to drink of the 
Living Water, 

For those who have led sinful 
lives, the power of Christ's resur- 
rection will be a symbol of re- 
birth; the opportunity of "turning 



EASTER ON SKJD*ROW 



over a new leaf." The significance of 
Easter can make righteous men out 
of immoral ones and sober men out 
of drunkards. Around His mighty 
words, "Ye must he born again," 
will be drawn the Easter message to 
be delivered to some 1,000 men at 
our annual sunrise service and break- 
fast. 



The "street" will bestir itself as 
the first rays of light begin to sift 
down the alleyways. Then they will 
emerge— the needy and destitute, for 
whom the meal will help stretch a 
meagre budget; the alcoholic, racked 
with the pain of the night's hang- 
over; the man who has run afoul of 



the law and has been warned 
change his ways. 

These are the men we are r 
interested in reaching; the souls 
William Booth asked us to "live 
and bring to Christ!" These ■ 
phetic words of the Founder's 
sent a never-failing challenge t< 
at Easter, for we believe that a g 
majority of these men are w 
saving and can be saved! — Hart 
Light Newsletter, Vancouver. 



No more we tremble at 
grave, for He who died our s 
to save, will raise our bodies, 
What though this earthly hi 
shall fail? The Saviour's power 
yet prevail, and raise it up ai 
Thomas 1 
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Jesus said unto her, I am the 
resurrection and the life, he that 
believeth in me, though he were 
dead, yet shall he live. (John 1 1 : 25. ) 

fT IS Eastertide again. Joyful 
choirs sing in our plates of 
worship. In the hearts of saved 
men, women and children is a song 
of rejoicing. Christ is risen, hallelu- 
jah ! The thought of Christ conquer- 
ing death stirs us to the depth of 
our heing with hope and gladness, 
and life is bright again. 

The joy of Easter is the joy of 
life. God, in His goodness, gives us 
many bright and happy mornings, 
yet the loveliest of all is Easter, for 
it shines out from the land of life 
where there is no more darkness 
and no more death. People flock to 
churches on Easter, even those who 
seldom attend a place of worship 
the rest of the year. The multitude 
is not drawn by anthems, but, with- 
in the hearts of most persons, there 
is an urge, though they may be 
hardly conscious of it, to hear again 
from the lips of a man who be- 
lieves with all his heart that Christ 
is risen. They want to hear again 
the words of Jesus: "Because I live, 
ye shall live also." 

Sorrow wakes early; its sleep is 
troubled. The darkness that over- 
shadowed Calvary seemed still to 
brood over the earth when the de- 
voted women took their way at dawn 
to the garden of Joseph. They car- 
ried spices and halms to complete 
the embalming of the body of their 
beloved friend. All their thoughts 



ThQ Joy of the 
Eastor Massage 



were $uHt 



«!e. 



itS. 



'lies 



had loved deeply, and ihes had heard 
wonderful thins:* fo'-in *hi.i J«-x,s 
of Nazareth. l!ul now death lu<l p..: 
an end to it all', the u.irSd u.is shirk. 
and life was asiairt drab, dull and 
hopeless. Then came she use, it 
Easter (lospe! from aiuir! \i'>% A 
"'young man" from the Land of Lhe 
preached the inn E,is;ri -.esjii^u 
He fold it so simply and so falntlv. 
for to him h was no Mrariiii- and 
startling fart: "I know that, vr seek 
Jesus, who was crucified" lit" say*. 
"He is not here, for He is risen, as 
He said. Go cj-ukHv and tell His 
diseb&s that He is riser: from the 
dead. 1 * 

The \«>rd resurrection is a great 
word; it has the power to stir the 
imagination, to quicken the mind, 
to kindle faith and hope, The rest;}- 
rection of Jesus Christ is more than 
a sublime fart in the past; it is a 
daily experience. 

Thanks be to God that the Gospel 
story does not end with the cross; 
it does not close with the cry of the 
crucified, "it is finished." nor dot*? 
the Apostolic message end thus. The 
disciples were sent into the world 
not to preach a dead Galilean, hut 
a Christ who lives and reigns to all 
eternity. 

One of the most remarkable tilings 
about the story of the resurrection 
as recorded in the four Gospels is 
that all these accounts of the eye- 
witnesses emphasize the disbelief of 
the Lord's followers. They were in 
a sceptical frame of mind, and not 
ready to accept hearsay evidence. 
The women said nothing to anyone. 
for they were afraid when Mary 
Magdalene told them of her vision 
of the living Lord. They disbelieved 
when they saw Hint on the mountain 
in Galilee. "Some worshipped, but 
some doubted." 

Thomas doubted for a week, then 
was convinced that the faith of the 
apostles in the actual resurrection of 
Jesus was henceforth not a blind 
faith, but was based on accumulative 
and irresistible evidence. They were 
changed men because they bail a liv- 
ing Christ. No more doubt: no more 



jncertamtv I; 



<<f th: 



S, (.jt 



rtv,>. tniinipluij: fcsaiTiTv 
<au»e the iu>jkl-»;Kir Ciiri-thm 
(■lunch "If t.'hrht hi- nut nsi'n. then 
is s.mr faith in vain." mss F.wi. 

\V!,V N rh.it a !!.-!,.';-.-. Jt !!:»■ , ll>V, 

was the end, ihvn C'hri-ri* brave 
ato'mp"* to '-.;■ .t *\*iiOm? .Ltibd. It 
He h dead, iva tiiattc: hivv wonder- 
ful a isfe fie lived, it i- all a ua«le 
.if breath lor sc.i and ine ';<"> rrv. 
"l,c>td l»e ni'Tuhd so me a sinner." 

bur with I'jnl ami the apo^ies 
vie can shwit with unwavering roil- 
i'idfsn e. "\i>iv k (,'hrht ii-»:-u (u,w> 
the dead'"' Hold fast to that faith; 
vou cannot Simp without it, mid have 
jware of mind and «oul (Un\ has 
given us no? merely the memory «.:>! 
A dead prophei. but a living l"bsbt, 
One who is vwth ic* to trie end of 
our d.iss and throughout eternity. 

That is the Ckwpsd am! she glory 
of Easter. All nature daws with new 
triorv ; all lib* i* transformed with 
new hope and joy, He is risen; a 
living Christ! That h the old. the 
ever-new, the ever-blessed Easter 
truth. 

THE STRANGER 

jU HO mm ts this $fia«g«r t» Caltary 

Strong is Hii foe®, wit^ atmnge 
glary It glows; 
But what of this cms? $w, bensaJh it He 

Stolen; 

$tror*»e, poising strong®, if to d*o*h thit Man 
go*«. 

Sut the jtoffefi answered: 

A r&ij®!, a traitor, w« tafe© Him to Cotvary. 
Lordship He claimt, and of kingship He 
dnMnu. 

And this is the cross thai will buih up His 

twanont 
THIS it tbs end of th® mouth that blosph*m»s. 

Edward Rea'i. Majssr, toionto 



A 11 LY CREW 
*g" "VANISHED the brightness of th« angol 

Silent Ihs still small voic« that lold 
of God. 
Sh* stood atone, but in tho hallowed ptace 

Whsr« Gabriel"* shining (not had trod, 
Th*r« rote a virgin (iowur lo grael the light— 
A madonna lily, tall, s©r«n«, and whit®. 
Teresa Hooiey 



EASIER NUMBER 



PACE FIHKN 



TnQ Story 
of the StonQ 



'/flfTJIifHAT a dramatic suprise! 
IIJlll Who had moved that 
^"^^^ stone? The sun had yet to 
rise above the Mount of Olives as 
those three brave women made their 
way to the garden on the outskirts 
of Jerusalem. As they approached 
the tomb where the Master had 
been buried, they said one to the 
other, "Who will roll away the stone 
for us from the door of the 
sepulchre?" Their strong love for 
the Lord had given them courage 
to come to the garden, but faith 
was weak. But, "when they looked 
they saw the stone was rolled away, 
for it was very great" (Mark 16:4). 

This was not only a dramatic 
surprise to Mary, Mary Magdalene 
and Salome, but what a wonderful 
revelation also. 

God does not explain things; He 
reveals them; He does them. The 
divine method is not to make ex- 
planations, but simply to make mani- 
festations. God does not say, try to 
understand what I do, but He says, 
try to see what I do. Look! Behold! 
See! I have already done it, "the 

A SOLEMN THOUGHT 

ff^jfOHN Henry Newman has a 
Til memorable passage in which he 
•*J" imagines what it would feel 
like to look out into the world and 
see no trace of God at all. "Just as 
if I were to look into a mirror and 
not see my face." 

That is the meaning of the shud- 
der of the soul which Paul's 
words create: "If Christ be not 
raised, your faith is vain. They that 
are fallen asleep are perished." 

But, thank God, Christ did rise; 
it is one of the best-attested facts of 
history, as scientists have declared. 
And so all our fears of the Christian 
faith being mythical, our sins not 
being forgiven and the dead re- 
maining dead vanish like the mists 
before the rising sun. Hallelujah! 




stone is rolled away." The trouble is 
that so many will not look until 
they understand, they will not be- 
lieve until they mentally grasp how 
it has happened. But that is not 
the way God works. God does not 
say, understand, and then see. He 
says first "Behold." What a revela- 
tion this was for the women, for 
they saw not only the stone rolled 
away, but they also beheld the empty 
tomb, and heard the angel say: 

A t frt ftifrfl fr yAA^A Q ftQfj ft <forft ft<fo A QA A Q(ftQ 

By The Chief Secretary 
COLONEL H. G. WALLACE 



"Don't be afraid, I know that you 
seek Jesus. He is not here for He 
is risen from the dead." 

That is the story of the stone 
"which was very great." But, it should 
be said that the stone is a symbol 
of many things which even the 
strongest love cannot overcome. Like 

THE CHRYSALIS TO LIFE 

.flWpHIS soul-destroying, Christ-crucifying 
UL element called sin that separated us 
from our God — what havoc it wrought. 
Surely it merited naught less than the un- 
mixed wrath of Almighty God. But, thanks be 
unto the dear, dying Lamb who "His own 
self bare our sins in His own body on the 
tree," HE BECAME SIN FOR US ON CALVARY! 
The judgment that we deserved struck Him. 
As the lightning rod pierces the threatening 
clouds and brings the vicious, death-dealing 
flash to earth harmless and spent, so the 
cross of Christ pierces the thunderbolts of 
God's wrath, and, (oh, glorious music of the 
Gospell| we who believe are set free by the 
broken heart of Jesus. The cross of death 
has become an altar, and the chrysalis to 
life. — P. LeRoy Debevoise 



death for instance. A man 
had just lost a loved one sai 
pathetically to his corps of. 
"Death is so final, isn't it?" A 
as he was concerned, no stre 
in all the world could roll 
that stone for him. Only the '. 
gives a sure answer. The stone 
been rolled away for that man 
all other believers in Christ 
also sorrow — death is swallowe 1 
in resurrection victory. 

A woman was finding life's 
dens too heavy to bear. She felt 
she was being crushed by them 
all was night. She cried: "I cann 
on!" When God cannot be f 
there is no dawn, the burden: 
heavy and the "stone is very gi 
but the power of the resurre 
can roll back the stone for this 
soul and all who believe in 
empty grave. 

The glory of Easter is not 
the message of hope, that whe 
die we live again, but that the 
power can raise us NOW fron 
dead things that spoil our lives t 



A CONSTANT PRESENC 

TF one reads carefully the G 
record of that last talk t 
Jesus' brutal arrest, one cannot 
but notice that He identified 
self with the Holy Spirit — the i 
forter. "I will send Him — I 
come; He will abide with you 
will come and make Our abod 
Even as God was in Christ, r 
ciling the world unto Himself, 
Christ in the Holy Spirit, dw 
ever in the hearts of those 
love Him and obey His word 

E 
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/Wis' WO thousand years ago. In the 
CJPL Land of Judah. a vsouian was 
^*^ considered a lesser tlnnsj, a 
chattel, something lower in the scale 
of heinir than a man. Specific direc- 
tives wen.' sjiven to govern man in his 
attitude towards women, '"A man 
shall not salute a woman in the pub- 
lic place, not even his own wife."— 
"Better that the words of the law 
should he burned than delivered to 
women. 1 ' One of the thanksgivings 
in the daily services of the Jewish 
synagogue used to read. "Messed 
art Thou, O Lord, who hast not 
made me a woman." 

Jesus, the Son of Mary, the Son 
of God, changed things! lie broke 
the age-long customs and conven- 
tions by treating: women as equals 
and by giving them a foremost place 
in the Kingdom of God. He was 
constantly helpful to them in their 
need and commended their service 
to their God. Invariably. He used 
them as illustrations of noble lives 
and related their deeds as examples 
of love. The exalted status of 
women in civilized lands is due to 
the life and teaching of Jesus of 
Nazareth. 

There were four Marys. Mary was 
a very lovely character. In the 
quaint little village of Bethany, 
about two miles from Jerusalem on 
the south-east side of the Mount of 
Olives, dwelt Lazarus and Martha, 
and a younger sister. Mary. Jesus 
was triven hospitality in this sacred, 
homely home. Manila, tire good 
housewife was once busy rnakinc 
ready a simple meal, but the medi- 
tative Mary, oblivious of all save the 
Lord's presence, seated herself as a 
disciple and listened to the words 
of Jesus. Martha was not very^ happy 
as she continued her work arid sug- 
gested that it would be more con- 
genial if Mary should come to her 
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assistance. Then Jesus said "Mary 

hath chosen the swtter part. . . ." 

This same Mary, in the house of 
Simon, the Leaser, at Bethany, took 
"a pound of expensive perfurw, real 
nard, and anointed the feet of Jesus, 
and the house was filled with the 
scent of the perfume." That was a 
very costly gift. In spite of the pio- 
test of Judas, the kvi ing Master said, 
"It is a beautiful tiling she has done 
to me. Wherever this lioupei iss 
preached throughout all the world, 
men will sj.rak of what she lus done, 
in memory of her." How true! The 
perfume of Iter gift has lingered 
throughout the centuries. 

At the foot of the cross on that 
first Grmd Friday were "His mother, 
Mary the wife of C'eopas and Mary 
of Magdala.** From Mary, of Mag- 
data. Jesus had cast forth seven 
devils. Commentators have jumped 
to the conclusion that she had been 
a wicked woman. There is not a 
shred of evidence to support such a 
statement. Demon powssion refers 
to terrible afflictions of the mental 
world, psychiatric conditions which 
strike so deeply and so tragically in 
the realm of the mind. 

Mary hat! been tortured and tor- 
mented, and the hand nf the kn hit? 
I /ml had "set the captive free. She 
was grateful, oh so grateful! From 
that happy and thankful heart, sht- 
gave a dedicated ministry, Forth- 
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sbi- '•ministered n. Him < >' h 
«anc e " She stum! ,u the f<*»t 
cross, when -'.ill hu^x.k Hi 
Jled." hast at the r«'<ss this 
with a heart mrifhwina; wit! 
tilde, uais first at thi* empty 
She was the first human in 
gsiff upon the lisen Lord How 
wonderful! hast at the cross; first 
at the tomh Mon-mcr, the world 
first heard the etad w,vs of a Risen 
Saviour from a woman. "'Go and 
tell my brethren," said Jesus, and 
she ufiit, 

At the rross there wan ahes Marv, 
the wife of Clrophas or ('"hsopas. This 
Mary had vspji children - four sons 
and three daughters, including the 
apostles John and James. Of these 
sews, three became missionaries. 

There is nnother Mary, the 
lumber of Jesus. I feel I tread on 
holy gronnd the pathway of the 
Virgin Mother as it rmai'vs into the 
Via Itaiorosa. The curtain first lifts 
for a moment and she is kneeling. It 
is the limit of the Annunciation, Sht* 
is to he the Mother of she lom>- 
prointsed Messiah. 

At Golgotha, the Mother stands 
while the Saviour, her Sou, gives 

her into the keeping of John the 

"disciple whom |t-sus loved," 

The curtain is lifted once trior*". 
The first. Easter Day has passed, 
and now, after many infallihle 
proofs of Hii resurrection. He 
ascended into Heaven. 

"Then they made their way back 
to Jerusalem from the hii! called 
The Ofive-Oidsard."' They went to 
the Upper R< »c>m" the disciples 
"'with Mary the Mother of Jesus" 

and they knelt in prayer. "Hie 

Obsetvrr 
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THIRTY PIECES 
OF SILVER 

(Continued from page 3) 



words were only a whisper, "- 
hanged himself." 

Malcolm got up and crossed over 
to the window. "I don't know," he 
said in a muffled voice. "I never 
thought about it." 



day. I tried to 
like ridit. And 



make wrong 
just when I 
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look 

was 

thinking I might be successful, I 

was reminded of One whose value 

was set at thirty pieces of silver. 

"I couldn't do it. I couldn't go 

"Twenty-four dollars, the Captain 3><:m >< >< >< > < >k ><><><»<>h!><><><> < s>< mm an ^ 
thought, but he wasn't quite sure. 
Twenty-four dollars. Strange, when 
you think about it, isn't it? Sold 
for twenty-four dollars, and after 
that all the wealth in the universe 
couldn't redeem Him from His 
journey to the cross. The smallest 
bribe in history. Twenty-four dollars. 
Thirty pieces of silver — " 

Her voice trailed off. In the 
silence, the muffled roar of the city 
street below crept into the room. 
At last Malcolm stirred. 

"I have to get back to work." He 
dropped down again at his desk and 
started at the long white envelope 
his landlady had placed there. Then 
he slipped a clean sheet of paper into 
his typewriter. "Don't wait supper 
for me. I won't be home until late!" 

Mrs. Forbes went out and closed 
the door softly behind her. 

When finally Malcolm arrived at 
the city hall, every council member 
was present. Twenty-eight pairs of 
eyes were focused on him when he 
slipped quietly into his seat. 

"Tomorrow is Easter." He made 
the statement in a matter-of-fact 
tone. "According to the Scripture 
records, this is the anniversary of the 
week in which the Saviour of man- 
kind was sold, betrayed, for a bribe 
of thirty pieces of silver. Twenty- 
four dollars in our money. Measured 
by that standard, I have been greatly 
honoured — or dishonoured." 

He paused to lay a large em-el- 
ope on the table, then explained in 
detail. 

"I confess frankly, the bribe 
tempted me. For a personal reason — 
I would not deny it if I could — I was 
susceptible!" 

He stopped abruptly. Henry 
Moulton was staring at him from 
the foot of the table. For a moment 
he wavered. Then, with lifted chin, 
he continued: 

"I fought a battle with myself all 



heard two soldiers talking as they came 

down the hill — 
The sombre hill of Calvary — bleak, and 
black and still; 
And one said: "The night is dark; these 

thieves lake long to diel" 
And one said: "I am sore afraid; and yet I 
know not whyl" 

I heard two women weeping as down the hill 

they came, 
And one was like a broken rose, and one 

was like a flame. 
And one said, "Men shall rue this deed their 

hands have donel" 
And one cried only, through her tears: "My 

Son, my Son, my Sonl" 

I heard two angels singing, ere yet the dawn 
was bright, 

And they were clothed in shining robes- 
robes and crowns of light; 

And one sang, "Death is vanquished!" and 
one with golden voice 

Sang: "Love hath conquered! conquered all! 
O Heaven and Earth rejoice!" 

ThooiloBia Garrison 



through with it. I have given my 
heart, my life, to Him today. 

"That is all, gentlemen. I ask 
your indulgence for this digression. 
It is my first public testimony to 
the cleansing and keeping power of 
the Saviour whom I shall serve from 
this day forward." 

The meeting adjourned at last 
and Malcolm made his escape, slip- 
ping out by a rear door. Underlying 
the spiritual exaltation of the hour 
was the sombre thought that he had 
lost Phyllis. The staring eyes of 
Henry Moulton — a man whose 
money was his only god — haunted 
him. He would never give his con- 
sent to their marriage now. 

Malcolm did not return to his 
room immediately. Indeed, the first 
greyncss of dawn was showing in 
the east when he finally turned 
down the street toward Mrs. Forbes' 



home. To his surprise, a light 
burning in her living room, 
greeted him with a message: 

"Henry Moulton has been tr 
to get you on the phone. You 
invited to have Easter breakfast 
Phyllis this morning, 
wants to talk with you, to n 
some arrangements in regard to 
'personal reason' — he said you w 
know what he meant." 

Standing in the hall, Mrs. Fc 
watched Malcolm take the si 
two by a stride, up to his room. 

"Easter," she whispered softly 
means new life!" 

The War Cry, Chi 



ANCIENT BELIEF 
VINDICATED 

'HE resurrection in which 
ancients put their faith v 
resurrection of the body, 
them, immortality had no spir 
connotation. The principal resu 
their belief was a spread of the 
torn of burial and an end to 
cremation of the dead. 

When Jesus began to t 
through Palestine preaching, 
taught that there would be a r 
rection. The Nazarene Carpi 
did not believe that a loving 
would care for the righteous di 
their lifetime and then allow ■ 
to be annihilated. 

Jesus was arrested, conder 
and crucified. After three days, 
followers joyfully announced tha 
had risen from the dead! He 
risen among men! This, the Api 
declared, was the very proof 
doubters had been demar 
through the generations. 

Henry Distel 
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THE VICTOR 
k ARK, those bursts of accl< 
tion! 
lark those loud, triump 
chords, 
Jesus takes the highest static 
Oh what joy the sight affo 
Crown Him! crown Him; 
King of kings and Lord of I 
Thomas 
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%%xtt Crowes" 



'^tf HE wind blows bleak atop a rocky hiih 
OL And shockingly outlines against she iky 
^*^ Three brutal crosses, bearing each a form 
Three hapless victims writhing in the^ pain. 
A dismal sight to him who hurries fay 
And passes hasty judgment on the scene. 

"Three brigands punished far their crimes; 

Their just deserts for lives of .reckless sin!" 



But swift the centuries pass, and truer thoughts 
Replace the careless verdict of the age; 

The crosses each a mighty symbol stand 

Each one a sign of something crystal clear. 
Conveying changeless lessons through the years- 
Three giant sign-posts down the march of time. 



The first is Hate — unleashed and unrestrained; 
Vicious and cruei and unrepentant still; 
The second stands for new-awakened guilt — 
A conscience fully roused by sight of Him 
Whq hangs there calm and self-forgetful, too. 
Aware of others' suff'rings, those who weep, 
And lean against the cross to sob and moan, 
O'erwhelmed by grief of Him who knows their love. 

The third stands for Redemption — full and free; 
The conquest of the Right above the Wrong — 
Of Love above the Hatred of the world, 
Undaunted by the Devil's frenzied charge.; 

But, best of all, it stands for healing streams 
Of cleansing for the fallen human race. 



Yet, great as was that Love, it could not help 
The one whose stubborn hatred steeled his heart: 
Whose pride and bitter rancour of his soul 
Refused to ask forgiveness from his Lord. — H.P.W. 
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